YERMA
[She laughs.]
Til tell you the only thing I've learned from life: everybody's stuck
inside their house doing what they don't like to do. How much
better it is out in the streets. Sometimes I go to the arroyo, some-
times I climb up and ring the bells, or again I might just take a
drink of anisette.
YERMA: You're only a child.
SECOND GIRL: Why, yes - but I'm not crazy.
[She laughs.]
YBRMA: Doesn't your mother live at the topmost door in the village?
SECOND GIRL: Yes.
YERMA: In the last house?
SECOND GIRL: Yes.
YERMA: What's her name?
SECOND GIRL: Dolores. Why do you ask?
YERMA: Oh, nothing.
SECOND GIRL: You wouldn't be asking because of... ?
YERMA: I don't know... people say...
SECOND GIRL: Well, that's up to you. Look, I'm going to take my
husband his food.
[She laughs]
That's something to see! Too bad I can't say my sweetheart,
isn't it?
[She laughs.]
Here comes that crazy girl!
[She kaves, laughing happily.]
Good-bye!
VICTOR'S VOICE [singing]:
Why, shepherd, sleep alone?
Why, shepherd, sleep alone?
On my wool-quilt deep
you'd finer sleep.
Why, shepherd, sleep alone?
f BUMA [listening]:
Why, shepherd, sleep alone?
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